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and shew that he has not been Idle. At the lower
end of the Hall, is a large Otter's Skin stuffed
with Hay, which his Mother ordered to be hung
up in that manner, and the Knight looks upon
with great Satisfaction, because it seems he was
but nine Years old when his Dog killed him. A
little Room adjoining to the Hall is a kind of
Arsenal filled with Guns of several Sizes and In-
ventions, with which the Knight has made great
Havock in the Woods, and destroyed many thou-
sands of Pheasants, Partridges and Wood-Cocks.
His Stable Doors are patched with Noses that
belonged to Foxes of the Knight's own hunting
down. Sir Roger showed me one of them that
for Distinction sake has a Brass Nail stuck
through it, which cost him about fifteen Hours
riding, carried him through half a dozen Coun-
ties, killed him a brace of Geldings, and lost
above half his Dogs. This the Knight looks upon
as one of the greatest Exploits of his Life. The
perverse Widow, whom I have given some ac-
count of, was the Death of several Foxes; For
Sir Roger has told me that in the Course of his
Amours he patched the Western Door of his
Stable. Whenever the Widow was cruel, the
Foxes were sure to pay for it. In proportion as
his Passion for the Widow abated, and old Age
came on, he left off Fox-hunting; but a Hare is
not yet safe that sits within Ten Miles of his
House.